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stately form which he had once beheld of old. He turned to
hasten after her, but nowhere was she to be seen.

Meanwhile something glittered in the grass, and drew his eye
to it. He picked it up; it was the magic tablet with the coloured
jewels, and the wondrous figure, which he had lost so many years
before. The shape and the changeful gleams struck over all his
senses with an instantaneous power. He grasped it firmly, to
convince himself that it was really once more in his hands, and
then hastened back with it to the village. His father met him.
" See," cried Christian, " the thing wrhich I was telling you about
so often, which I thought must have been shown to me only in a
dream, is now sure and true."

The old man looked a long while at the tablet, and then said:
"My son, I am struck with horror in my heart when I view
these stones, and dimly guess the meaning of the words on them.
Look here, how cold they glitter, what cruel looks they cast from
them, bloodthirsty, like the red eye of the tiger ! Cast this writ-
ing from thee, which makes thee cold and cruel, which will turn
thy heart to stone :

See the flowers, when morn is beaming,

Waken in their dewy place;
Anil, like children roused from dreaming,

Smiling look thee in the face.

By degrees, that way and this,

To the golden Sun. they're turning,
Till they meet his glowing kiss,

And their hearts with love are "burning:

For, with fond and sad desire,

In their lover's looks to languish,
On his melting kisses to expire,

And to die of love's sweet anguish:

This is what they joy in most;

To depart in fondest weakness;
In their lover's being lost,

Faded stand in silent meekness.

Then they pour away the treasure

Of their perfumes, their soft souls,
And "the air grows drunk with pleasure,

As in wanton floods it rolls.

Love comes to us here below,

Discord harsh away removing;
And the heart cries : Now I know

Sadness, Fondness, Pain of Loving.**